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the rations we had brought. The Dutch began celebrating in their own fashion. Forbidden to dance for so many years, they seemed to have forgotten how to do so. They crammed into halls till nobody could move and then jogged up and down in a fantastic orgy of mass motion to the strains of improvised bands. Once again I was mystified that men and women could retain such energy on their starvation rations of one ounce of meat, one ounce of bread, and, perhaps, fifteen potatoes a week. It reminded me of the Polish artist Czapski who said, recalling his experiences in Russia, that the prisoners were hungry but healthy; if we all ate less, he suggested, we should be a great deal healthier.
When the German marines were disarmed in the De Groote Club, their pistols were left in an immense and tempting pile in the lower hall of the club. One of our drivers had a passion for Liiger pistols, and scooped up a selection. When he returned to camp the old "It's not loaded" story was enacted. He was exhibiting one of his trophies to a comrade, accidentally fired it and shot him through the chest. Fortunately, the victim survived.
The British Customs authorities were eminently sensible about this matter. They insisted upon returning soldiers surrendering firearm souvenirs, although they winked an eye at many other kinds. Consequently thousands of German pistols now lie on the bed of the Channel instead of being in English homes.
My last memory of war-time Holland is the unforgettable sight of a great army in defeat and dissolution. Narrow Dutch roads were choked for hundreds of miles with crawling grey columns as the great evacuation began. The plan for a march out across the Zuider Zee causeway was abandoned, for the reason that the causeway is twenty-seven miles long and the Germans were adjudged to be capable of marching only fifteen miles in a day.
It would have been a Mikado punishment for Hitler to see his vaunted army, which, in its heyday, had swept to Warsaw in the East and the Atlantic shores in the West, during those last days in Holland—a conqueror's nightmare. The Germans marched to Den Helder, in the North Province, to be embarked in various German craft—trawlers, mine-acent non-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
